[to TERM A]: They're yours.
YBRMA: I didn't know that.
JUAN [satisfied]: Well, it's so.

VICTOR: Your husband will see his lands overflowing.
YERMA: The harvest comes txythe worker who seeks it.

[Tlie SISTER who was at the door leaves and goes into another room.}
JUAN: Now we haven't any place to put so many sheep.
YERMA [darkly]: The earth is large.

JUAN: We'll go together as far as the arroyo.
VICTOR: I wish this house the greatest possible happiness.
[He gives YERMA his hand.]
YERMA: May God hear you! Salud!
[VICTOR is about to leave, but, at an imperceptible movement from
YERMA, he turns.]
VICTOR: Did you say something?
YERMA: Salud, I said.
VICTOR: Thank you.
[They leave. YERMA stands, anguished, looking at her hand that she
gave to VICTOR. She goes quickly to the left and takes up a shawl]
SECOND GIRL [silently, covering her hand]: Come, let's go,
YERMA: Come.
[They leave cautiously. The stage is almost in darkness. The FIRST
SISTER enters with a lamp that must not give the stage any light other
than its own. She goes to one side of the stage looking for YERMA.
The shepherds* conch-shell horns sound.]
SISTER-IN-LAW [in a low voice]: Yenna!
[The OTHER SISTER enters. They look at each other and go toward
the door.]
SECOND SISTER-IN-LAW [fottifer]: Yenna!
FIRST SISTER-IN-LAW [going to the door, and in an imperious voice]:
Yerma!
[The bells and horns of the shepherds are heard. The stage is quite
dark.]
CURTAIN